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other adults. He was like an innocent child in some ways. He'd 
chase us sometimes with a fly swatter, playfully spanking us if 
he caught up. Playing peek-a-boo with his baby nieces and 
nephews, he seemed to enjoy the "surprise" of peeking as much 
as the baby would--he'd have such a grin on his face. One day, 
one of my sisters and I were playing dolls out in the barn. Uncle 
Jack strolled out there, said, "Howdee! Let me shows you 
somethin'." Then he crouched on the ground beside us, picked 
up a straw stick, and poked it into a small, sunken place in the 
dirt. He turned the stick around and around, while saying: 
"Doodle bug, doodle bug, you go so slow. Doodle bug, doodle 
bug, come out of ye hole!" Then out would come crawling a 
little bug from the sand. Ever since Jack taught us that little 
game, we'd play it every summer at Grandmother's house. 
We'd find little "doodle bug holes" around the barn and drive 
them out of their sandy homes with a stick. The "winner of the 
day" was the one who found the most "doodle bug holes." 
Uncle Jack was not completely an "unproductive member of 
society." He more or less supported himself financially, buying 
his own clothes (which he wore year after year), his own food 
(milk, oatmeal, and bananas), etc. For several years, Uncle Jack 
worked at Sessions peanut butter factory in Enterprise, 
Alabama, where a monument has been erected to the bollweevil 
pest. Uncle Jack also drove a diesel truck for a company out of 
Dothan. Some of my cousins claimed he had saved up $6,000 
from his job, and had the money stashed away somewhere. (We 
all figured he stuck it under his mattress.) One afternoon, 
Daddy discovered four brand new truck tires out in the barn. 
Uncle Jack would not comment on them, but Daddy guessed 
that Uncle Jack dreamed of owning his own diesel someday, 
and putting the new tires on it, whenever he bought the truck. 
However, Uncle Jack had an accident one day on the job, which 
"set him back" both physically and mentally. He was loading a 
bale of cotton onto a company truck one morning, and the bale 
fell on top of him, breaking his hip. He had to be hospitalized 
for a few months, to treat the damaged hip. Then, Uncle Jack 
was returned once again to the state mental hospital, when he 
started thinking that the FBI was "after him" and that t1 1ey 
were taking pictures of him with a camera inside his electric 
shaver. Jack remained there up until a few years ago. 
W·hen Grandmother Moore died, the old house was vacated. 
Her children, following the funeral, got together to decide what 
to do about the house and property. The house was large, but 
old and in bad condition. The land surrounding it has been worn 
out by too much cotton and too little rain. However, the house 
was sold to a family, and the place was more or less forgotten 
about. 
Uncle Jack did not seem happy at the state hospital, so the 
children (his brothers and sisters) decided that they would take 
turns keeping him in their homes until a permanent, 
satisfactory place for him could be found. Uncle Jack stayed at 
our house for three weeks one summer. He lay in the "easy 
chair" all day long, listening to country music on the radio, and 
talking to himself. Mother finally had to remind him, after a 
week, that he needed a bath. Once every day, he'd walk away 
from the house with his slow, leisurely stroll, and a toothless 
grin on his face, like a child going after ice cream. After three 
weeks of visiting with us, Uncle Jack went to stay with his 
sister's family in Birmingham. Aunt Jean and Uncle Richard 
came to pick him up one Saturday afternoon. Mother gathered 
up his few possessions, and put them in a small suitcase. Then 
we wished him farewell, and he walked out the door with 
Mother, who walked him to the car. As Uncle Jack laboriously 
got himself into their Volkswagen, I watched him from the 
kitchen window. Suddenly, feelings of pity and compassion 
filled my heart as I watched the poor man, a person nobody 
really wanted. Tears came into my eyes; I felt such sorrow for 
Uncle Jack and his empty life and his mental illness. He was 
not only a person stricken with a mental illness, hut also the 
product of a poor and deprived background. 
As I stood there at the window that day, I thought to myself 
that Uncle Jack was like the doodle bug, deep in a sandy and 
lifeless soil, a creature poked out, only to return again. I'll 
never forget Uncle Jack and the doodle bug for as long as I live. 
